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She came to cheer her wounded knight.
She came to comfort me.                                220
VIII
She waited not for guard or groom,
But passed into the hall:
Around her were the four Maries,
Herself the rose of all.
I never thought that woman's voice
Could thrill my being so,
As when she thanked me for my zeal
In accents soft and low.
I saw the tear within her eye,
When, bending down to me,                          230
She placed her lily hand in mine,
And bade me quit my knee.
'Dear lord,' she said, ' tis woman's right
To comfort when she may;
?hen chafe not, if we take by storm
Your Border-keep to-day.
Ye come not to invade your hall,
Or rudely mar your rest;
though well I,know, at fitter time.
I were a welcome guest.                                  240
But could I quit the Border-side
Without my thanks to him
Yho paid his service far too well,
At risk of life and limb ?
Ui, Bothwell!  you have bravely done,
And all my thanks are poor;
Yould God that more were bent like you
To make my throne secure!
True heart! strong arm! I cannot place
A chaplet on your brow,                                 250
?or the old rites of chivalry
Are lost or banished now;
But, trust me, never was a Queen
More debtor to a peer,
Than I, brave Earl, am proud to own,
Before the presence here!
How say you, brother?'
IX
At the word,
I felt a sudden chill;
I knew not Murray as he rode
Beside her up tie hill.                                   260
I marked him not within my hall-
No wonder, for my eye